BARBARIAN STORIES

saw the Court House, and the magistrates standing
together and talking before they went in, I began to
feel very doubtful and unhappy. Giamund saw, and
told me to wait with the horses, as I was unarmed, and
anyhow couldn't use my right hand. The magis-
trates' procession formed up in the square and they
went in, all calm and unhasting, as they might have
done for centuries before. The Goths followed with
the rest of the onlookers; and I waited while the
shadow of the pillar in the middle of the square moved
round and lengthened. It was a pretty square with
white marble round the doors and windows of the
houses, and glimpses of well-heads and green court-
yards; pigeons kept on flying across to pick up the
corn that our horses dropped. Everything was quiet
and hot; the horses stamped and rubbed their heads
against their fore-legs; my arm ached rather.

All at once the quiet broke up, the horses pricked
their ears and fidgeted, and the Court House came
pouring out like a kicked ants' nest. People were
scattering and screaming, running up the side streets
and then running back; they made no sort of a fight
and I was ashamed of them! They only threw a few
stones when the Goths came rushing back to their
horses, carrying the Uncle, in chains, among them.
I saw they had a few prisoners as well and hoped no
one had been killed, but there wasn't time to ask
questions; we galloped hard back through the ringing
streets.

When we got to the spare horses we thought we
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